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die middle.

Mr Ben Davies, when remorselessly compelled in Waft Her,
Angels, to walk his voice slowly up from A to A so deliberately
as to allow every step to be scrutinized, had to confess to a
marked "break" on F sharp, or thereabouts; and this was promptly
scored against him, according to the rules of the game, though it
is only fair to him to add that a strong contrast of registers often
produces very charming effects, which Handel, however, certainly
did not lay his music out for.

And so, though all the artists I have named were hugely
applauded, Santley, having scored the most points, was the hero
of the day, all the more popular because his method, which many
of our young baritones carefully avoid (rather an easy thing to do,
by the way), has stood the wear and tear of forty years' work;
for Santley began to sing in public at about the date when I
began to cry in private, and more than twenty years before
Albani was heard of in this country. That is a remarkable record;
and a noteworthy feature of it is that he sang at this Festival
better than he did at the one three years ago, and must therefore
be considered to be still improving.

The fact that the British public understands the game of sing-
ing so well as its appreciation of Santley, Patti, and Sims Reeves
proves, shews that we are a musical and sporting nation, not in
the least that we are an artistic one. Santley might have perpetrated
almost any conceivable artistic atrocity at that Festival without
losing the most infinitesimal part of his popularity. He might
have interpolated the vulgarest claptrap cadenzas, or achieved the
finest strokes of poetic insight, without rebuke in the one case or
encouragement on the other.

To the Briton with a turn for music he is just what Dr Grace
is to the Briton with a turn for cricket; and when he gives us
more than is implied in that, he gives it for its own sake, knowing
that its existence will be a secret between himself and a very few
people, and that this great lumping oratorio public, with all its
apparently unerring discrimination and enlightened loyalty to old
favorites, is really a people walking in exceeding darkness. And
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